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Uprising 


Author's Notes: 
Originally written for the prompt \Future: Dystopia\' for AU bingo. Card. 


Don\'t ask me when it\'s set. IDEK. XD It\'s .. [168 Isle of Wight festival turned, well, downright futuristic and 
evil. D: This idea was originally a short creative writing exercise from one of my classes, which then turned 


into another 6,000 word original fiction story (mostly) for another creative writing class. 


The Isle of Wight had been chosen out of several locations, and the small farm that had been selected as the 
site bought off the owner for a very generous sum of money. The advertising had been running relentlessly 
for months across every medium, ensuring that everyone knew about the free festival that was to happen 
that weekend. Indeed, the State had even shelled out for some shiny new state-of-the-art ferries to get 
people to the small southern isle. Shuttle bus services were operating between the port and the farm, running 
to strict frequent timetables that meant one was leaving every ten minutes during the allocated arrival and 


departure times. 


The field, however, had been prepared less carefully. A perimeter fence had been erected from metal and 
plastic tarp. The stage was crudely built, set inside a hollowed out old cargo ship that had been given a 
psychedelic paint job. An adjacent field had been set aside for ships so that those not taking advantage of the 


public transport had somewhere to park their vehicles. 


The line-up for the festival had been carefully chosen. Not all were puppets of the State, but the few who 
were never let the secret slip. Their training had gone on for months beforehand, preparing them for this final 
showdown. The rest of the bands were there to diffuse the attention, to draw in those the State was looking 
for. 


They weren't troublemakers or rebels, not really, but they were peace-loving kids who just wanted to have a 
good time, and that sort of behaviour was not to be tolerated. They hadn't integrated, and so they were to be 
rounded up and shot, or perhaps shipped off to work farms or re-education camps if they showed some 


promise. 


They had begun arriving the night before, flying in to the isle in a wide variety of ships and cars that trailed 
across the narrow roads like ants making their way back to their nest. The adjacent field filled up very quickly, 
and tents of all shapes and sizes popped up all over the field in front of the stage. Giant screens flanked the 


stage, showing little more than generic ads and music videos, beginning to build the atmosphere. 


It wasn't til late afternoon the next day, a mere half an hour before the first act was to take the stage, when 
the last of the stragglers arrived. Driving up to the adjacent field in their beaten up old Meteor, Bev and Ace 
managed to find a spot for the small ship under an old oak tree, squeezing it between two Comets and a 
Firebrand. The Meteor had been borrowed from a friend, and while they were sure it would make the return 
trip, it had already acquired a few extra dents and scratches. It still ran on the old Ice fuel, which was sold 
only in small country towns where it was still needed. The State's generosity did not extend to merely paying 
for new vehicles for those who could not afford them, especially when the old fuel had not actually run out. It 
was still extracted from the soil in southern Wales and processed, being sent to where it was still needed, if 


only because it was, sadly, still cheaper than importing the new fuel. 


Looking around for anywhere to pitch their tent, the only spot left was up against a large boulder on the far 
edge of the field by the perimeter fence. They trudged past a group who had already bought some of the 
drugs going round; they were lying on their backs, staring up at the stars in the sky, postulating on whether 
they could talk to them. 


Finally settled, they pitched their tent and sat down to eat dinner. They'd come all the way from Birmingham, 
intent on seeing a few bands they'd followed around the country a few times. Their old friend Roy Wood was 
also performing and given the few shows they'd seen back home, it was not going to be one to miss. Roy had 


been hinting at something special for the festival, and Bev and Ace were itching to know what it was. 


"Hey, reckon we'll see anyone else here we know? Bound to be a few we missed," Ace said, gazing over the sea 
of tents. They'd become quite compact now, all small round domes, and the slope of the field was at just the 
right angle that no one had their view of the stage impeded. 


"Oh, | bet Trev'll turn up. Didn't he say he was coming down after he'd gone to get some of his mates?" Bev 
said, sitting back as he handed him a bottle of ale. 


"I reckon so. He and some school mates. Hard to work out where anyone is in this mess though. All these 
bloody tents look the same. Its never been any fun since they made that anti-graffiti spray. It all just washes 


away in an instant. Pricks," Ace said. 


"Shh, be careful. You never know where they'll be," Bev said, giving him a cautious look. "I don't trust them as 
far as | can throw them, you know that, but | wouldn't push your luck. Probably a good thing Roy's not here. 
He'd just be moaning about how this is probably just a trap and that nothing good ever comes for free. So, 


you know, be careful." 


"You think that hadn't crossed my mind too? I'm not stupid, Bev. If anything, l'm more cautious than Roy, and 
that's saying something. Hey, you want any tabs? | just seen the guy over there," Ace said, straining to see 
the man over by one of the tents, clearly plying his wares. 


"Not for me, mate. You know that's not my scene. Just be careful. He could be a trick like the last time," Bev 
said. 


Ace looked back at him as his hesitation showed. "You really think they'd trick us again? Wasn't that just an 
excuse to lock us up for the night? This is different anyway.’ 


Bev wasn't so sure. "I don't know, | just have a bad feeling about this. We arrived late and they still let us in. 
Didn't that seem suspicious to you? They seemed eager to get us in here too. Look, go get some if you want, 
just be careful. | don't want to have to tell your mum about this." 


"Alright, I'll go check it out. You couldn't lend me a few bob, could you? I'm a bit short," Ace said, fishing out 
the change in his pocket. 


Bev sighed, but gave him some coins anyway. "You owe me a drink when we get home." 


"Sure thing. Be right back," Ace said, giving him a confident smile as he left, heading towards the man by the 
tent. 


Bev sat back, watching him go. If he was religious, he felt he might've asked some higher being to look after 
him. He just hoped his gut feeling was wrong this time, and that nothing bad would happen 


In a tent behind the stage, Roy just stared at the mirror in front of him. He was terribly nervous, and if he 
had a chance, he might've run for home right at that very moment, but he knew that would never be allowed. 
The guard standing at the entrance to the tent, just visible at the edge of the mirror, would never let that 
happen. 


Gingerly, Roy got out his face paint and brushes and sat down on the stool in front of the dressing table. In 
the back of his mind, he knew exactly what was going to happen that night, and the knowledge was eating at 
him. He knew, because one of the drummers from another band had told him a few nights back when he'd 
been out of his mind on drugs. Roy hadn't even meant to overhear it, but he'd stumbled in before he realised 
what they were talking about, and the fear and terror in the man's eyes had told Roy exactly why he was 


telling him what the real plan was. Now Roy shared that same fear. 

His hand shook as he painted his face, white, then blue, red and black. Some of the lines were crooked and Roy 
didn't have the courage to fix them. Too much else was on his mind. It wasn't the best job he'd done, but it 
would have to do. He didn't think there was any time to redo it. 

Rick came in then, coming to stand behind him. "You ready yet? Only we're ‘sposed to be at the stage already." 
"| don't think I'll ever be ready," Roy said. He took out a small notepad and a small pencil from his bag, one of 
the few ways to ensure communication wasn't overheard by the State, and began writing, filling it with a tiny 


script. "That's the set list we're doing, isn't it?" 


Rick took the piece of paper and read it. What Roy had written had filled him with dread, but while they were 
being watched, he would have to be careful. "Nah, that's not it. Here, I'll get it for you." 


Rick leaned over and wrote his reply on the paper, keeping an eye on the guard, who had, possibly out of 
boredom, turned his back on them and stood outside, his guard dog by his side. 


"You've got to be kidding me. Don't you pull your paranoid bullshit on me now. We've got a gig to do, and you 
know as well as | that we need that money," Rick whispered quickly, hoping they wouldn't be overheard. 


Roy didn't trust himself to voice a reply and scrawled on the paper again. Rick read his reply, not knowing what 
to make of it. 


"You know this makes no sense at all," Rick whispered 
"Which is why | think its true. What can we do?" Roy replied, keeping his voice as low as possible. 


Rick squeezed his shoulder tightly. "Nothing. We do nothing. We keep out of this and maybe they won't haul us 
to gaol and kill us." 


Roy nodded. He knew he was powerless. If he dared to warn the crowd about what was coming, he would be 


thrown in gaol. 


"Come here, let me fix your make-up. You've done it all crooked. You been drinking again, hey?" Rick said, 
turning him around as he wiped his face clean so he could start again. "You'll make us late, but I'm not sending 


you out looking like that.” 


Roy let him redo his face, seeing the guard looking in on them out of the corner of his eye. When he looked 
back at Rick, he could see the fear in his eyes too. 


Ace wandered back to their tent with Trevor and Carl. He'd found them amongst the crowds and figured they 
could use a catch-up. It had been a while since they'd all talked again, not since their own band had fallen apart, 
but things were still going and they were still close friends. Bev poured them all some tea and they sat down 


as the MC walked on-stage to announce the first band. 

"So, how've you been keeping? Last | heard you'd gone down to London," Bev said to Carl. 

"Yeah, been getting some good cabaret gigs there. Good money. But this isn’t the right sort of scene for that, 
so I'm saved the fun of performing here. Heard about it from a few mates though, and thought I'd come down, 
you know, remember the old days. Besides, | haven't seen Roy's new band yet. Can't miss that. I'd never hear 
the end of it if I'd missed it," Carl said. 

"Oh, its brilliant. You'll love it. Its very Roy. If we're lucky, he might cast some magic for us too," Ace said. 
"Magic, hey? Isn't that supposed to be banned?" Carl said, raising an eyebrow. 

"Well, he's done it a couple of times before. Unless he's going to chicken out again," Bev said. "I'm not sure |'d 
risk it here. Not with so many of them watching. This is hardly one of the general community festivals, either. 
This is targeted. I'm sure there's a reason for that, don't you think?" 

Carl took a drag on his cigarette as he considered his words. "Anything's possible, | suppose. Still, here's hoping 


nothing happens." 


Roy could see them closing in towards the end of the third set. The band had worked their magic on the crowd 
and they were all suitably high on drugs and whatever else was doing the rounds. Roy was back in his tent, 
sick with worry. Their set had been fine, that wasn't the problem, but he had feigned some bad food and Rick 


was tending to him again. 


They were still being watched, and Roy didn't feel brave enough to speak. Rick held him, gently rubbing his 
back. Roy got out his little notepad and wrote, his hand shaking again 


| dont think we're leaving this field alive. 


Rick gazed at the guard by the entrance and hoped Roy was wrong. 


The first sign of anything bad happening was the sudden realisation that troops were closing in around them. 


The second sign was the pink drifting smoke coming from the stage as it spread over the crowd. It wasn't so 


fast acting that no one knew what was happening, and soon panic broke out. 


At the far end of the field, Carl, Trevor, Bev and Ace huddled on the rock above their tent, trying to find a 
way out. The main gates were shut and locked, guarded by men with angry dogs. All over the place, kids were 
panicking as they tried to break the fence down. The smoke closed in, encroaching slowly as it flooded the field. 


It was Ace who spotted an opening. It wasn't that the large rock was too far from the fence, it was more that 
the route was blocked. But a disturbance further down, where several people were close to breaking through 


the fence, distracted the guards as they hurried down to stop them. 


"Guys, we just need to get over there and nick one of the ships. | know how to get into Comets, you know. That 
one there, that'd do it. Come on, it's close enough to jump and if we're quiet, they won't catch us and if we 


don't go now, we'll never leave," Ace urged, subtly pointing out the black Comet nearby. 
"But, Roy- the others, we can't just leave them," Bev protested. 


"Yeah, | hardly think we're in a position to help them. We'll do a lot better if we get the fuck out of here. It's 
time we escaped this godforsaken country anyway. Now jump and let's get moving before they get back," Ace 
said. 


It was no decision at all, but it was all they had. Carefully leaping off the rock and over the fence, they kept 
hidden behind some bushes to make sure no one had heard them before Ace left to go get into the ship. 


Ace didn't stand a chance. Reinforcements came, and he was grabbed roughly as he struggled to finish getting 
the ship open for his friends. The hatch hissed open just as they finally got him under control and they 
dragged him away. 


Watching from the bushes, there was nothing they could do. The troopers stunned him, knocking him out as 
they bound him in irons and hauled him away to the prisoner transports hovering above. Carl, Bev and Trevor 


remained resolutely silent and still as a pair of guards marched past. One false move and they would be hauled 


off with all the others. 


Roy hadn't had time to think. In the ensuing chaos, Rick had bundled him and the rest of their band into their 
small cargo ship and broken through the fence to drive as far away as they could get. They went around the 
other side, hoping to catch the road back to the ferry port. 


Roy sat crumpled in the back next to Hugh, hoping that no one he knew had been arrested. 


"We need to get up there, past the road. That woodland will hide us," Bev whispered. 


"No, what we need is to get lucky. If we could just get hold of Roy, | could talk him into taking us with him. I'm 
famous enough to protect you, | think, if we get caught," Carl said. 


"Yeah, right. Like he's just going to drive up and offer us a lift," Bev said. 
"He might, actually. Isn't that their ship coming towards us?" Trevor said, amazed at its progress. Rick, who 
was driving, was mowing down any guards who got in the way. "If we don't risk hailing them down now, we'll be 


the next to get hauled into those prison ships." 


It was too good an opportunity to waste. Stepping carefully away from the bushes, they hailed down the ship. 


No one was as surprised as Rick to see them standing there, scared and cold. 

"Got room for some old friends? We need to get out of here now," Carl said, leaning in to speak to him. 

"Get in. Be quick about it. We haven't got a moment to lose," Rick said. 

They didn't waste any time in climbing in the back. Roy looked up in amazement, astonished to see them there. 
Bev brought him into a tight hug, not willing to let go. Carl hugged him tight and whispered his thanks. Trevor 
was just pleased to be with friends again. 


"So, where are we going then?" Carl asked. 


"Any requests? | suggest | fire up the jet engines on this puppy and get us the fuck out of here. Any 
objections, you can bugger off and party with the guards," Rick said as they hit the road and drove on 


No one objected at all. Rick fired up the engines, and, using the road as a runway to get as far away from the 
prison ships as possible, soared into the sky, leaving the smoky field and the captured teenagers behind. 


"Next stop, New Rome, and no more of this insidious torment. If those Italian bastards won't protect us, no one 
will." 


